THE   BURNING   SECRET

get ready to start.   You shall come with us on the
drive."

THE BURNING SECRET

"How account for the change?" mused Edgar, as the
three of them rolled along in a hired landau. "Why are
they no longer the same to me as they were? Mother
avoids my eyes. I wonder why. Why is the baron al-
ways up to some foolery as if he wanted to amuse me?
But I don't want to be amused, I want him to treat me
as he did, man to man. They both seem to have got
quite other faces. They don't speak to me as they did
yesterday and the day before. Mother's lips are so red
she must have painted them. She's never done that.
And he's always frowning as though he were put out.
But I can't remember saying a single word that could
have been taken amiss. Can't think of any reason why...
Besides, they're not behaving to one another in the old
way. One could think they were up to some game they
were ashamed of. They're hiding something. I feel sure.
They're not talking naturally as they did, they don't
laugh any more. There's a secret they don't want me to
know about. I must, at any cost, find out what this
secret is. Perhaps I know what it is already. It must be
the one people are always trying to hide from me; the
same as is hidden in books they forbid me to read, the
same as when we go to the opera and a man and a woman
hold out their arms to one another, hug one another.
Then there was that French governess who did not hit
it off with Dad, and was given notice and sent away. All
these things seem to hang together; but why, I wonder?
Oh, if I could only know, just get hold of the key to the
secret. Then I should no longer be a child, and have
interesting things hidden from me. It's a case of now or
never. I'm going to snatch their secret from them. . . ."
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